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A PASTO/iAL POEM. 



tmmersod la eausblae, tremaloiu, iDtonee, 

Lie depths of whent, uid com, uid putarsge ; 

And where the acree meet Id rlvaliy, 

A mlser-poEd evadce the SDn-Kfng'B tithea, 

Hiding with l!1y leavea an envied hoard. 

Par off, an oakeo family enrronnd 

A glaot of hard fltire, ivho hae sat 

AI feast with Time hlmiclf, aod banqaeled 

On centnrleB. ' There woll-fad cattls Btnnd. 

Watching nnenvloasly the oater sky, 

Wlieie clDDd-flocka graze npou the sides of heaven. 

Some proud pond Ararat has Blamed a plank 

And raised It well aslant; upon this percu 

A row of turtles bask their checkered hacks. 

And vlcn with stolid look Che overtnres 

or nodding reeds and fanning marsh-grass nigh. 

The weary wheat-stems stoop like mendicants. 

While alien rye-stalks rear their empty heads 

To otflccT the legions massed as close 
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Ab PerBians were On Marathon. The corn— 
( Just o^er a gray wonn-fence where chipmnnka ra 
A green, cockaded haat, tn phalanx drawn, 
Eftch soldier anncd with many catlaesee— 
Beapeaka the pomp or diaclpUned area;, 
Nor fllnchea In the fervor of the enn. 



The Bwanlite clonda that awam with swelling 

In tropic, balcjon, horizon acaa, 

Have changed to fnrlona cars of war, and drlvi 

To offer scowling battle with the aan. 

High o'er Andean Unea of Glond there looms 

A solemn ChlmboraEO of tho sky, 

And from Its avalanching aides daeh forth 

Tbe spears of hosts In heavenly ambaacade. 

The black clouds upward clamber, and the mo 
Attains new height, till now, as TIIbdb mad 
File other mountains on too recklessly, 
The npper fobric topples— yet. Indeed, 
Some nli;htmare compromise wltb gravltj 
Leaves Earth nncmshed. 
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AnoD, & horrid sight 
Hovers on high: Tha flapping etormclood BOeme 
A mighty Tamplre come to euckths world. 
Hotl}' the archers poar their golden dartB 
Prom paiapete at light nod bitttementa 
With gloiT blazing— dread]«Belr and dire 
Hot less, ttaeli hideous enemy tteesalu 
The splendid citadel— alae I how aooa 
Beleagnered Day Is ftllen prisoner! 
Now dlrgeless shadows In long pageant come, 
Of gloom Ihe celebrants, death-angel -I Ike ; 
And SB their progrOBs blacbens ileld and ponl 
The tartles scramble down In clnmsy haste, 
And loyal conieialks on the distant hill 
Wave goodbyn Bunward with bright orlflammes. 
Down thiongh an air come np ^om nether earth, 
Forth from the tnrmoU of Inverted seas, 
A flet? force with crosh on crash la hnrled 
Athwart the reacbas of concavlt;, 
Thrilling alt things as If Ihe startled earth 
Hocked In volcanic violence. This signal made. 
The volleyB of the pirate aqnadrons ponnd 
Hard on the haughty com, the modest wheat, 
And OD the 111; leaves like mneketry 
Rattle their cryBtal bnllets. Gnats of air 
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Chase nimble awlrU or rain; throngh yeiisty mlgts 

A million worlds join to the nnlveree, 

Aad shncklce of nhlte lightning manBClo 

The trembling eky. Heaven is an idol-honee 

Thick with abomlnatlona, and lie walls, 

Its lurid walls, arc darkened with the shapes 

Of pagan cloments In revelry. 

Piercer the orgj; round the RUllty dome 

Reb«lllott9 whlrlwlnde mad in concoaree plange, 

And IhhEders join the troHBonable fray 



Like fallen Tortreeees, theli portals ope 
Before the flight of etuthwatd-hatrylOK be 
Aodlol the conriere with their Tlctoryl 
The mwsk of the herd comes o'er the mea 
In homely cowhtll tooee, ae rude to-day 
Ab in Pan's time. The clover-synod knee! 
Bach tiny blshop-fl mitre lit witn gems— 
Aad pompous rustles All the aletes of com 
As thonch the wives of modem Pharisees 
PiSBed to their pablic prayer. Behind B g 
Of ether icebergs Hope, at azure loom, 
In Karp of snnraye with a woof of raia, 
Archie her rainbow web npon Ihe black 
That curtains all the east, where crowds tl 



.flt, Google 



O NIGHT! O NIGHT! 



Uow bright the carpet where Jshovati etridee 

HIb coDBtellationsl Hail I O splendid Hear 

Complela with glory—all thy Milky Way 

PalBlngeternltyl MaD npwara looba ; 

He iooke, aadnpward aims; and calm-eyed beastB 

Tost Bleep not, have thy golden deep for dresme I 

Lo I, moBl mlaerable of the flesh, 

Froclum nlthia me tbrobbings of the light 

Prom yonder etars. Fori bave eometlilDg elarllke 

JealonBly eentlneled, and lenehtd with beartetrioga, 

Wbich when the hesvens throw their portals wide 

To pay thee, Night, their ceremonial, 

Peers forth on each familiar galaxy, 

Ab if thoee beacons burned for its retnm. 

And ae I lay my bead at rest, each eve, 

Thy oft-rocnrring mandate la obey, 

O t Night, I feel my prisoner more glad, 

More confldeat of his relesse. Alae! 

Why breaks my Boal eo quickly from my keep 1 
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Wlj yearns, alasl my boaj for mj eon] y 

Alosl wby does my qnlieriDg form belle 

Its vretFbed doom wbea I npsend my eyes! 

U Nlgbtl forgive my corporal delight! 

Forgive my body's snvy of my aoal I 

Hube my poor Qeeh and blood like cnlm-eyed beast's, 

And let me bsve Cby golden deep for dreams ! 



PRIEST OF THE AfORffTffG. 



Tbe morning twilight gnrgea throagh the dome— 

The dawn awuite. So has my boqI sat gllll, 

And, like this day, fnll lato the beam of peace 

Has come from hanats deep in the Kastem stars. 

Fierce writhes and colls the Night, and weBtward rolls 

A mass of darhncse and despair, a load 

To weight aUnlverae, pat on a world I 

O llfel O God! O eea of orient sky! 

There Is with me an end of eonghing naveel— 

An end of casllng anchors In mid sea I— 

An end oC chart wlCbont a Armament I 

How Mom nptltts this sinister parillon^ 
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How valiant Hope NbQkee my boqI's confueloo ; 
tTow Joy BtandB at the gatawBjB of my beut 
Guiding Ihe flood. O Baa in hidden heaven! 
Whose gold is llTeried on thy conrletB 

Beauteous with ilfb— vhoec coming tDnea tlic woodx 
Willi warblers' sweet dcvolJonB— lo my voice, 
Hy ruder Bong, ^ye rapid messengere— 
The luTlBible acolytes of thy EOldeD fane— 
To wlngit to yon pillar In the air, 
Thy morning altar lit witli ellver flreB '. 

AcCBpt my ofleHng; pour thy earliest gold 
Out on thy pltlftil, who then shall be 
All holy-dipped, emerged from Paradlse- 
A glorious slave, thy shining worsblperi 
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DEATH AND Mr FELLOWS. 



I thODghl, wltb eelfleh UiBukfalneBe : " If men 
"Were all Jmmortsl save myself, how aul, 
"How Badlj terrible, would be my plight P 
"How like the iilece- captWe I shonld bo— 
" A victim for the kQlte, thoagh loaded dova 
"With luxnrlcB— If I were balled oacli mom 
" Br brothcFB of the sua I And, when I died, 
"WItta what asUinlshmeDt the golden-a^^d 
"Would looknpon mj corpse I niy villain corpeof 
"That in their compao; had flaebed a gem 
" Which had beeo elolen— property ol eoul 
" Soaght by the Officer! " With thinking this, 
I went amoDg my comrades yesterday. 
And offered theto ambrosia for their locks 
And nectar la tbelrcnpel I lold them all, 
That ROflUke Icbot made their countenance 
Mo»t pi eaEDf able— their fleeh o'er-r adiant I 
The world emllcd like a narrow-el gbced babe 
That Bees, yet can bnt Bee, Its mother's breast. 
And I, poor conrtier, aick with glvlnK joy. 
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jiward m; dreams last nlgbt In dl 
Deslh Bhonld caet hia aebee aver i 
ever-djiLg beln?! boar my pall '. 



THE POET. 



He BitG before a great keyed Inetrnment, 

The human heart— balll Ilkeeome Alploe mill 

To whsdl lis ochoee to the jayoae lielghtB 

Or \a%e Ihem throngh the gloom. And as he f\<s 

O'er all thejaTringsorilie rough red rill 

That plangoB down to Death, he etrlkee a chord 

And Love reTcrberBtes. Pleased with Mb craft. 

He, holding all bU kajB, with qnlvering hande 

Joias OQ Affection's loftenlng part, and pliee 

Sad Dntf'e stops and lowly banaonlea. , ' 

Thus flows tbe pealmof Family and of Home— 

Tet on hU mystic keyboard, oh I how few 
Thcplpee Chat play I— bow Inslgnlflcanl 1 
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Ttion comeg the flame, ths flaming ecrlde of War— 
Tbapoafe hearthaWne aet to head Ihe Rrsvsa 
OfBlangtilered aire and aon I Tbea breaks the slorn 
Prom fortb the angry plpee ; tlien comes tlie ro«r 
Of mighty octavaB, wild and haggardly, 
With paeBtDn-oriea of freedom craahod anfl hurled 
Id grlBTona mln, like aome city's aack 
Otpreclons warea. Behold yon tytanfa tlironi; 
Set high beyond the hurt of cannon's wrath 1— 
li'etseeltqaakol-4ya 1 1 1b an airy thing 
To shore the mOTing doopa of Liberty I 



The player trembles llie hie low-blown reeds, 
Hie hand Is weak, the snow drifts through his pipes. 
Where breaks tbat flood Which Ollea the gorge of llle 
With BQChaweet-Honndlng waves that voyi^iers 
Baptized with freshened hearts !— the gloria I 
Why drowns he not with Joyona giant chords 
The tempest of an nnhomed, childless wo ! 
Tbonheedestnot I The patriarchal ear 
Hears from the strains on High aome cadences : 
He holds his toach npon the keys thna light 
That he may Join the Choir In nnlaon. 
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Behold hts aged face (chleeled by Time— 
An evil Bcnlptor, jet >. inuter-buid) I 
Sublime be amllee and strlkoa Cbe key at besTea. 
Asking nf bis still noble lioiueorgoaDd 
But this last aDtbem. Hark I It swells anew I 
Now breatbe In prayei and rail ye on yoar knees I 
Ijow laTe ye Id tbe boly oaies of holy aire I 
TbeOod of Hosts bymns wltb bis wafting worlds- 
Adoring Eartb pulsate s wltb Paradise ! 



IKKOUTSK TO SAX .FRANCISCO. 



Tbe grinding Ices of tbe centra] sea 
Closed ronnd onr matlDers. Tbe cantlnei 
Peered past tbe circle of the Dipper stars 
Throagb fOg and storm— In fear. Tben w 



And cast them tteozli 



.......Coosic 



Tbej toncb the world o^u; sod all the woild, 
Pleased like s mother with her babe at breaat, 
Tremhleg with Joj. These woaders have we «een 
This white-haired joar of this hoar ceritQry. 

IrkaWba to Fninclicii [ ah I the road 

Has not thus alwaj-s Bhronk lo DOthlDinieBB I 

Look on the exile trom the BasBlaa's nod, 

Who plods, month after moDth, toward withered bei 

And sighs tor holy Kleff and Moscow's dome 

Behind whit* Ural's skjlUe barricades 1 

Think of the Man of Destlnj, who stopped 

At Burodlno'B marsh, and sepnlchered 

His polygloited host ; and of his fllKhl, 

Iq fioBly fevoi and with starring maw. 

Toward homed Smolenska, Berealna's bridge, 

And Ulnska's ashes I O the pestilence 

Of Konlgflbtrg 1— the backward swath of death 

Two thousand miles I Pass now M brighter days 

For pomp of man —blacker for Libert; I 

Hear Bylan's storm I See mao'e pale Conqneror 

Throw ap bis tell-tale breastworks on the plain ; 

Red If le man basel]' coiling Tonnd her sons 

At Frledland, and the raft of Tilsit, made 

To barge the fortanee of a world of slaves I 

Pass Jena, Wagram, AnsterlltE, and Ulm ; 
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Hake ptoktobs throDgb great capluls o'ertbrowu 

To PbHb. muilacal ell;, realm 

Best Kovenied by a madman. Next Ui Spain : 

LesTB bim wbo llnng lilmeell noon » rock 

In tbe AClanllc, and take i;alleDU 

Wllb CbrlBtopher Columbne ; matloj 

Agslngt hlB groatneeB ; nrge that he bo tbrowu 

Among the floating graBsee of the stinking esaa ; 

Then help bIm rear the crDBB on Salvadar, 

And ceDdeTtbankB that he ahall die In rage 

Fanged bf emsit envy. Then hear the Savage shriek. 

And see him leap the air as rine-ball 

Tears hla wUd vllalB. Smell tbe forest Qree 

That beep great landscapes smoking like the pit 

Ufan Impatient hell. And nhen the oaks 

Have etnrdlly withstood tne woodman's blows 

Till falls the last of a long dynae^, 

Look on the uuiTae of the pioneer 

Spread o'er bis peaceful van. Bre long the banks 

or flowing waten point sod pcopbecj 

Tbe Patriarchal BlTer. On its hill a 

That stand a half-mile back and stlent prate 

Abont tbe past, take Fremont's band, and press 

Across the continent. Climb np tbe peaks 

And through the driven enow ; pash now tot life. 

As did the Arctic mariner on Lena's floes : 
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Toll OB, o'ei middle deeetts ; climb new enowe, 
Ana wltli the pBthflnderlle down la hear 
Tbe solemn cl[in!>orartho QieatSonbh Sea. 

Irkateka speska I Howls It that we hear! 
Did Dot tbeee labors tall to man's poor lot t 
Oi baatblB planet bads nlgbtmare dream 
And, starting np, proclaimed It BUtor; f 

tbepafa Itspod by Meslni; babe at night 
Did drift on word-wavea from Siberia's plains- 
Did jonmej west, e'en like tbla telegraph, 
Fall twenty tbonaand mllee.and ;et did dwell 
Poll twenty tboneand years npon the way I 
How, then, ahall slmplo aongater read tbeae elgna t 
Are Bcorea of thonaand zodtace a Jot 
To point God'a periods T Or U s fllsht 
That llbee at distance, mocks at time. Itself 

Of dying world t O God I I can bat aee. 
Here in my darkness, that our compass spreads 
Within Thy narrowest meles ; I osn bat give 
For enorteat record in Thy chronicles 
The years onr dnst shall moon yon uoble san I 
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Knocked at the Qolden aa1« [ Such was the act 
Tet not more fn^Hve and brief than mao t 
Koryet than bis abode, this zlrdled orb ! 
A eparkorilgbt, apedby the craftotman ; 
A flash or years hnrled trom the bandof tiod— 
So paaaea maa'a abort hlatoiy hero oh earth- 
So paaees earth's short blatory here Ih heaven ! 



TO JOHN PETER LYDIARII. 



The leaves will bll apon the green— 
The bard will sigh with grlet I 

Yet broader Ar will be the scene, 
And bcaatUnl each leaf. 

Cold years will gather like the nlffht- 
The bard will moan the snow I 

Thine eye the mote shall beam with t 
Thy heart the warmer glow. 
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OBLIYIOH. 



Han whitens Into death and Ibts htm down 
Id dreadTnl ilnmber 'neaCh a roof-Uke monad 
That slnkB scxin tn upon hie duet. A stone 
His nunc procIslmB a little longer, tiMi, 
And crumbles, having filled an empty nae. 
Anon the plow riTea up the fattened ground. 
And harvests praee tike anilODS waves. Then war. 
The peacetul plowman flees belbre a host 
Uf conqnertng Invaders, come to sack, 
And atrip, and pUlage. Soon the straggling brash 
Starts Into saplings, and the sspHnga wai 
To solemn woods. Now comes the simple hard. 
And peers with wonder In among the trees 
That weave their colors with the ftigrant alt, 
And sings: "Tals Is the [□rest^this must be 
"The forest called primeval, and untrod." 
Forward the cycles roll— the ax, the flree, 
The plow, the harvest moons, the grave, the sword. 
The Impenetrable coanclls of tbe oaks, 
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And iBBt BOme clrellngB of a coraa'llke oTb— 
Until the world, B worn and Bntt«ring motb, 
Drops In the central conflagration and expires. 



Bird In the woods I how drear to me 
The moaning of the woods will be 
When than dost sing th; morning lay 
In fairer forests, far away ! 

When enulned Winter scowled on thee— 
A wandering warbler, sad to sec— 
Heek was thy mien 'neatD bU restraint, 
Thy plnmca were plloons, not thy plaint. 

Bnt when the Summer came to thee, 
How thoa didst swell with melody I 
Thy eoDg will ever welcome be 
Id my sweel-echolng memory. 
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Bled In the woods I how mute nUl be 
Theee mnale-throbblng lesrea lo me 
When owlB ofeuv;, hswke of scorn, 
HoatthroDgh tbeoighl, rail sc tbe morn 



THE SPARROW'S TOMB. 



A sparrow Bank with plalntl 
■• Yon hurt me, Wind I " she si 
" I kill thee, bitdllng I " streai 
And fled. 

Mjr Marj romped upon the la 
The place with langhtcr rant 
She glowed with color like M 
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A Sl/TfSET THOUGHT. 



Ab In the Pdat the clonde one e'en 
In solemn pHgesnt bore Ntgbt'epall, 

Theieglictetedtnthe weet aecene 
Wbtcb m; poor ejllHblt^g recall. 

The ann a rapid red bull rolled 
HHrd on an nndergulf of eky ; 

In flamee of ametliyM und gold 
The fnneral pyre of Daj rose high. 

Bcnonth this radiant aonsec view 
And raarahy foga look ploaalng hue 

To mlet and vapore death-dlBtent 
With febrile taint, tb!s transient epell 

Of eolar necromanc; lent 
The subtle tints of ocean ehell. 
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Bright WHvea of llqnld Jasper hove 
On ion BIf bUd Bhoree of peul, 

And IrldSBCcat Kienlng strove 
Her lODgOBt peauoae to autml. 

Though I did thrill before tbls scope 

Of genlu'B prinotpBHtr, 
IthoDKht: "The heaven stBrls/ft?/*, 
"The macsh benesth. Reality," 



Onr hopoB ms]' Ue u cold as love fear'Sspped ~- 
Ab ripe to be luhamed obUvIon-wiBpped — 
Yet tnouiDfiillj we keep thsm dd their biers, 
Pulled in th« BhadowB of the gloamr Tears. 
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Onr wonnda are all ire hate — ne Ioto ti 
Ttelr qnlckneBB plsaeee ns — wb nnrae I 
Not one ot ng dun ciato, for oar dlatrei 
The elammj keep of blnak Fotgctfalne 



i FRAGMENT. 



Elbtron, Stpl. ig, iSSi. 

ThoD QuBeld, od tb; narrow col of fleatli 
In linen pall, hut Bteteller rcpoee 
Than en; form since mansered Bethlehen 
O I wake, one moment— msie, K hot to ht 
A nallon's eob of anguish, and a world 
Chanting thy mass I Awake, If bnt to Tea 
A people's jealona clamor for thy corao. 
Pinched now in pitoona mlaary, aye, and ( 
At Borror'a car I 
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I Biw a clondJet, jostere'en, 
■Fslea on a folRant my — 

A tin; bao; In Hznre evaa, 
A golden tbieRd He stBy. 



Scowled o'er the Day's daBth-be 

Tbe clondlet lost Ite BDCborlng 
And galled In beautj t^e, 

To meet Its wrath-cowled kin am 
Beyond (be etber-eea. 

Ales I In liair-m-hour It loomed 
A coien of vantage high 

Cpon tae bnttresBed battlemenlB 
That foitlflcd tlie sky. 



It evCD llirew a pall athwart 
The r>mpartj< of tbe xtorm. 

I bareTBe™ Joyona hnman hearts 

Lose every loving Iniit, 
And clonk Ihcmeelvee, till Death dJd ci 

la no, and scotu, and hate. 



From oDt the lopmotFt balb — a budding eeatrj' — 
A leaflet apread Its greea agalnat the blue : 

Tbe BODgBlera heralded lis earthly entry, 
And It was chrialened tn the Mornlng'B dew. 

All tbrongb tbe enminer, on an oak that towered 
A stately captain of ble lordly kind. 

It fanned the btrdllnge tn tbeir neat cmboncred. 
Or rrom their bonslog tamed the ebarliab wind. 
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BeBTlDgthe ciipo[dtBBo1iitlon'9 Ises ; 
Portli tn tbd majest; of hazed October, 
A.wlthend leaf was bearaed upon tbe bi 



A LAKEStDB REVERIE. 



k» If enticed rrom onl some luetroilB ses, 
Yon evenlDE star drtpa with rednnflant baaniB. 
Forth rrom tbe generone east, the rlelug Hood 
aWes allvern charity, while panper Barlh 
Laves In her magic am Ilea, and langha begemmed. 
Down at Che hemming of her azure realm 
Tbere goeth ont afor, sad right, and leR, 
An aqneooa glsae, compoimd of staff so pare 
That even mennalde wODld be char; lest 
Their epartlngs might oSend Its cleanllneas. 
Brooched on tbe rippling offing of this ahcet — 
A v&guo remotCDesB pampered by tbe qloam — 
Id watery mimicry her llkenEea alts ; 
The WBTelets coming to my feet steal each 
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From It a tiny load or mfltliig Ugbt, 

And seem a disciplined proceealon ; or, 

A velrd-wove eordago of leaplendeat atmnds 

ThTowD out from shore lo give sd ancboragc, 

And held diBient In deprecation leet, mayhap, 

Tbe Image vhlcb It fcttere free Iteelf 

And Bee Irom Bvcning'a conrt to Dnsk'a domain. 

From ODt a diapere walla, back In the town, 
Ad otgaD'B plpea Impel ricb aanud-wuTea ou 
To mcef the llqald nayss that pat tbe aanda ; 
Noagbt but the deep eubBlmctare </I the strain 
Floats to mj' drawBy car — It is enongh ; 
Ur brain la pleased to conjnre np the real, 
And lose Itaelf In harmonies that acorn 
The galling harness of scqaalntanccehip. 

Wild, wintry tosetngs o'er, Earth dreams to-nlghl. 
While Peace with mother-vigil throwa a apelt 

Andhrooka no bolsterone mocklnga of her awaj-. 



When last I stood upon this beach, the skj' 
Was carmlns, and tba waters blood- like seemed 
I Tlened Deetractlon's panoply, and breathed 
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Tlot ttl] the circling^ al this hoary world 
la thin vacnity have meted ont 
The flerj peer of thM demoniac Dlgbt. 
Cbicago, 1873. 



There la i holy lime, ete AntnmD'a going — 
A radlBDt montli emhoaaed upon the year — 

When IBBics waah Id the Bnnghlne overBowlng 
To swell thi! splendor of the aeason'a gear. 

The stately maples make their reTerence alghlng, 
AsMatnrewafts hci solemn breath abyj 

The birds In hnsb aniil eadneee plan tholr dying 
To dunes where snowdakes feather nut the shy. 

When my beart-wonnde have felt their eofteat olntn 
October's pageaottj arrayed the days ; 

And Ic the dead-house of my disappointments, 
Nut one lies palled In Indlsn-Sammer's haze. 
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Tbe mlnd'a a batUe-field. 
Where fortreeaed doablings jielA 
To companiee of BtrCQger donbts, 
WfaoBe boleterone jeerB snd skeptic aj 
More ott annoy 
Than YoncbBafc joy. 

Yet, If with (allh I pray, 
Lo I that aome hont and day, 
WithBqoal faith, my bitter foe 
May aat my great hope's overthrow — 
One falthfDl prayer 
Nolralt will bear. 

Ab well pray " Bhlno, O Snn I " 
Aa, " Let Thy will bo done t " 

A cry for even elrcngth to bear 

Is In Itself apeclflc pruycr — 
Beseflchlng God 
" Let me be God I " 



.......Coosic 



If we aro Ihonghtleag hnrled 
Upon thle ftowDlng world, 
Clanking with manaclea of. sin, 
Porged ere oni BOT17 Uvea begin — 
With fleeh and mind 
To wrong inclined - 

Then It la tmlj base 
To breed the hspleas laco ; 
Unleaa from Instinct men rebel. 
What IQ Illimitable Eel] 
When Matter cmmbs 
And Time snccnmba 1 

Does the gi«al Ood permit 
A bratal Head to alt 
la rWal state, to rack the ghoata 
Of coantlese, hel pleas, hnman boats 
Whose earthly all 
Waa pain and gall t 

If we conld comprehend 
SDnl-bnmlng wlthoat end, 
Our utterance wonld have one Bonnd — 
Thntwe might "scape the pltprofoond 
Wiere Salan mlea 
Hldet Imps and ghoals. 
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Bnt thoaftht aobldflea delves, 
And men BtUl aek tbemaelvee : 
" Ib 't Intnitlon or coneell 

FncnrltyF" 

Tlie sweetest Jojajlloif, 
And oar content deatro; — 
8eem nsepUb Balliee fierce with bttrbe. 
And flendB In satlaiyiDg gtubs — 
Hollow at beet 
Ae bell-fool 'ejeet. 

Ilaynpon my bed. 
And wondered If the dead 
Are tortured wltb the bope« and feare, 
The beavT hearts and bnming (ears, 
That weigh on us. 
And prey on us. 
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Tba cloadB !□ nair exalted homes ; 

Unto the BeetB that pase their domes t 
Their create are hold nith aolar gold : 

Tbelr ahlmmerlng cUOb enchant the eye ; 
Yet Eaith ahowB not more dreary apot 

Than toilers in their heights doecry. 
There points a peak which mortala aeek— 

Fraught are i IB crags with human woes ; 
Shrill through Its Ruts shriek envy-hlaete — 

Forever drift Hate's hllndlng snows. 



While the J who el 
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THE CRT OF TOUTH. 



Will Rloom; fiai^e and pennoDs floul 
At eolemD half-mast — will remote 

HmuBiiit)- 
Feel that a force hath dlaappesred, 
And loft Eailh Donght bat stark and blered 

Will I on gtat«l; Etagtng He, 
While InteB attnne to grief-ode's crj 
And latueateB rhyme ? 
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Wben wbUe-ered Destli ebtdl frlRht my tlm 
And cbane mj epltit (Tom his cbtunolry, 
May wllllnK yot anwllllng hand* take roe 
To nnottended Nature. Then, O God I 

And nngesn flowere shall feeep mj grave aa * 
Ab Ulac-banka that make one narrow week 
The only recollection of a year. 



ALFRED MrER. 
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TURN, OH ! IB SOULS ! 



Some soali hsve climbed, with bent lll-timei 

Higbnp thar&BtneBBeBofFate, 
And have been etnng, and mdelj flung 

Far downward hj UUhap and Hate, - 

AcroBB Life's plain, with will inane, 
They backward walk, nor eare to view 

ADght eave the Past, nntll, at last, 
Eternity shall all renew. 

Striving la hearie their paiaa they cnrae 
Each lengthened day, eacn dreary night. 

And fall with groana o'er little etonea 
Tbat harm not thoee nho walk arti^tit. 

Tbe one great Wo ot long ago 
Frowng down apoD tbeir glamoured gaze 
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imory'a myatic haza. 
TnrD. oh. ye souls ! to lirlgbter goals I 

Watcb nnt Despair's appalling brovf I 
The Hltar HameB within Hope's fanos 

Ftaab forth In aplandor PTen now. 
Tarn, Ob, je souls I Let solemn tolla 

I4o longer koell o'er bliss lohnmed I 
Peal ont tbe blrtb of snffeilnf! Wortb 

In noble purposes lllamed I 



COLOGNE 01^ WHITE CLO VBR. 



By golden atrand of crlBlson sea, 
ThroDgh broad exoiic bowers, 

Uy little Mary walked witb me 
And sighed for sweeter flowers. 



"'^la c'ogne all spwlnkled 01 
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4 METAPHOR. 



Bbboui, In the middle of the bsbb, npOD a rook 
CTGHtlne the hotwBTeB, a littlomaD with a wide 
jaw, with ft gnj cutaway coat, with a pr?callai 
bat I He la ImpiiionBd, hs Is a cipher, be is of 
alight Imporuuce 1 Ka;, be la of the ntmoit 
importancs. He la the graateet man wbo ever 
lived. Look ones again ! He haa waeMd away. 
The beat of the bqu has beaten npon hia tar- 
acenled dwelling, and hastened bU death. He 
hean the roar of the great storm on the ocean. 
He believes the enemy bee opened with eveiy 
piece of Ita artillery. He ordera a corps Into the 
open doora of death. The gam are tnraed, tbe 
enemy la Id a panic, and the king of kings sits 
down to write hlB bulletin : " Bead of tbo Army 

" he writes, and bis spirit paeeea In tbe midst 

of the rlslon. A world of petty msn breathes In 
God-tdven relief, A man Is dead tbo beatings of 
whOBfl hesrt sent the dirGBt terrors throngh the 
kingdoms Of this world. 
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Btornw, prostrated by the psbsIodb, cI: 
by tliefreqaentvfolasltndea of hnmsD 
It ie enrBly a cipher ; It belonga ali 
Saint Helena, to whicli it eeems 
Nay. Wbo shall talie it npon hlmsel 
this cclcetlal fire, this Mind of Man, 



1th the ot 



ler worlre of God which 

ct, the earth, nfrlj' andt 
a precioae Jenel Id Us hi 



1 FLIGHT OF FANCr. 



I FELLtolalttlnenltlialearDedmaii. Haspoko 
ot the telephone, and Eald they woald ei]c<:eed 
soon in aslDR a ray of light to conduct Che naves - 
of eonnd. It was simple as the eun itself t Yoa 
look a concave reSector, batbed In some certain 
chemicals, tnnicd the rays or sonllght wtdch en- 
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terod it npon aome ter-off reflector of the same 
bind, porhaps eli miles away. It Saahed in rc- 
apouee to the line of light eaUliliBhed. Yoa 
epoke into ;oni own icfleclor ; four toIcs Bonndad 
In the refleclor ilx mllns away, having traveled 
Rloni; the lay or light. Now for my thought : 
Here is tlie Rcoea beginning of the nae of light aa 
a hlgtiiTaf , Upon Chia golden highway we can 
travel to.Oriao, nnd all hie Area ahall palante to 
onr afllablcB I And. behold I there )a, beyond 
this stow-paccil Light, which travela lobnt one 
world In a second, another force— the grand Invis- 
ible chain which holds tbo slars ti^ether— Gravi- 
tation I Tills chain shall be the tnmplke of our 
tongnes, and we ahall apeak 1o all the orbe In 
apace t And now, shall we believe these elder 

not they then have often spoken ns, as the steam- 
ship, pasaingita alstcrlnthe watery apacca, aenda 
forth a word of greeting ? Then maytne tradl- 
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ASTROtfOHtr AND LOVE. 



An aged Beer eat In bis tower at nlghl, 

Acd walched thle Joaraoyluic worJa'Bllego Hilellile 

Id plenltDde or epleador move oa blgh 

And gild the clond; vestments of the tilcj. 

An sir or lore pierttUcd about the sage — 

An sir of lore perceptible as Age. 
He sal aloao, 

And cried : " O God 1 1 vaunted, josrs ago, 
" That Ignorance was a conqncrable wo : 
" Bot now, alaa ! o'en while I graap the keys 
" Which wonld unlock thina ark of myaleries, 
" Ky trammels t1ghl«u, and my duet Is urned — 
" My brains go back to nothingness unlearned." 

A beauteone maiden, la tbat self-same hour. 
Looked from her chimber-wlndon toward the tower. 
That night, a yonth, In her esteem arrayed. 
Had by a slight, nnnittlng sign betrayed 
Els love and hope unto her watchful eye, 
And made her happy, while ho made her shy. 



...,..„C<,oslc 



ThaE eht had left, him, seeming hard to vin — 
HerfeaiB dlEpelted where bie <F«re neberedln. 
Ae was her nightly wont, ehc viewed the dome 
Whets new-horn knowledge fonnd a (oatering home, 
And saw the old aetmnomet Intent 
( With penetrating sight by Science lent ) 
On Btellar depth, or lanar wute or world, 
Or meteor down ll'om dizzy zenith bnrled ; 
And watched hl9 shadowy acte with thonght and gaze 
Akin to those which lassies In the days 
or hoar Astrology and Alchemy, 
Bestowed on Orblr or on Doctor Dee.. 

She BBt alone, 
Her beanty rarefied by halcyon raje 
Ot lavish moonlight white as calclnm-hlaze. 
And planaed a lite of Joy wlthont mbaff. 
ADd whispered to her heart : "I tnowenoagh." 



SAD RIVALRIES. 



Sometimes to female convict-pens, I've read In prison-tales, 
There come, robed In their finery, grand ladlee from the town. 
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And God's most wretched alretcli their necks far o'ur impefling 
And, mute with greedy interest, Inspect each paeelng gown. 

And Ihon, for days, they prondly deck their ptlsoL-habil lank 
With leprous shreds ot calicoes, set with a (lailth care 
That smacks the Inspiration of the latcat fashlOD-pnuik 
They noted in the trapping of their vlallors' rich wear. 



Swift meCeore conteed the upper nlsht ; 

The mldDlgbt groaned with snow ; 
The nader night, w<th leavee bedight. 

Roamed sadly lo and fro. 
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Then came a while 
Or ctubby Mfliy, th 



"Why that la mow, mj dear." 
■' Zen it IB GhnlB'mae. ZiB nlll bwing 
Old SBDta Clauaee bere I " 

UJd Pat now tngging at a encir : 

NOW gotgeone with a trov/s ; 
Now worUng elyl; like an elf, 

To get a hammer down. 

"Don't bozzerme 1 I siakTOu'd eee 
I'a got all I can 'ten' to ; 
I 'a worried my life out of me 
WIe twonble I baa been to I " 

And BO abe works, and pnSe, and pounds. 
With hammer, socks, and tacks. 

And Binge with Joy, and bides the wouads 
Of half a dozen whacks. 

At last the sacks— a dozen qnltc — 
' Hang !n g. circling row, 
With Fatly auDny as the light 
In the sonth window's bow : 
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HBvfl Hsnu Clansee B'ont 

' Mary-W-HBirlBt, yon bad Ui 

YoDr B'ockln'B was Dion 



Loet Id Itie maelstrom of this elDleps irorld's dladab), 
Cronched od a pier tbal crept oat trom the cltj, 

She pictured to lierseir her like In grief and palD, 
And, eelf-obllvlons, wept Id ferrld ptty. 

1-bcii moaDs and dlzzr thonehla—a ehiTeriDE viah to share 
The frleodlj grave's release from spectral hanatlDKe ; 

Fate holdint; out the anrnil chalico of despair, 
And aap-fanged mem'ries chomalDg their tanntlDgs. 

An lll-prccatelDit eceDC— ebe mid her dead hopes' ghoata, 
A youthfal type of garth's most wretched danghters ; 

O'erbead, the astral aparkllDgs of the mIdDfght hoata ; 
Below, the palslDgsorthosleeptDg watera. 
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SPENCERIAN STAJVZAS. 
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The waves beneath to be less trcHChorons than th; 

Flee with thy half-a-mitllon from Ihe spot 
Where half a million cnrse thee as a thief ; 
And when thy fugitive remBias sbBll lot 
Beneath some desecrated tnrf, there, chief, 
Should aUnd a halefnl npse, hent in ^rief. 

Thy deadly perfidy, upaacked, from every leaf 
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A XEST OF it ICE. 



A tiny maid once fonnd a neat 

or new-born mice ; 
And filled with chUdlah homii leal. 

By Brim dcrice, 
Tbe bonae-cat ehoald ths place Invest, 

Sbe Bought advice. 

Her ten-yBBted brother. If ho mast. 

Would take their care. 

—That night be told tbe boys with gaet 

How pnse did bre ; 

And tbey pronounced his alBter'e tmst 

A thine qnlto raie I 

How oft Bomo little hope or aim 

la troBtlng bared 
To thoae who, had we alleot came, 
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Wonld ne'er have cared — 
Save thai, nurhap, mallcloDB zam 
UlRbt worae have fared. 



TO WILL OWENS. 



Why ahanld we dread To-morrow's w 
If we have walked aright To-day 1 
Lo I then like eafely-gnarded alieep, 
Let na lie down To-nteht, and sleep I 



O Printer of this little book ! 
When wc are prteonera of the piut, 
Bach reader of these lines will look 
Not on the monld lees than the cnst ; 
So lend me all Che art tbon biut I 
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DOGGEREL RHYMES. 
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Prodlglaug dsmpne^B I TD7 poor Bboro 

Grtsmanj a welt ; 
Thf blinding eurT, wltb angrj' roar, 

Wetteth mj pelt I 

Thou deep slgiilflFsiice ot SUe I 



In solid hanka r 

I marvel not that thon EhcmldBt call 
TlijBeir complete, 

B'OQ mj conceit I 

Cams I prepared, wltb words comblnea, 
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Bnt now, alfla 1 thy eniJIees bl 
M; genlua ncoope ; 

My tency ebba — I ne'er may 
Rbyme'a llripoops I 



7 THE RAINBOW. 



Celestial barber-pole I Nowvanlte my thonght — 

Now eklrml9b 'afnth my irasly BCStp, DDcaaght. 

Most Mek coDCells, and wild, uobsltered tropes, 

That bnt more fierce eatort as mj pen i^poB 

MIdet cinmsy words and discommoding sense. 

For jiompoQS aposttophlc utterance. 

Conlfl tby yaet advertisement front the earlb 

Unfadlngly, quick would my aoul give btrth 

To fevcrlsli hankerlugs for my life to be 

One languid loaf, tbat I might ever see 

The hcUTenly promlt<e whlcli thon seem'st to show 

To barbers' lll-shavod victims beio below. 

Who runs thy s&op, that thus can paste each hue 

Upon the sky— gldanllc blll-hoani bine 1 
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Communtcate his Dsme, and I wtll buy, 
ForthwHn a tender tromlione, soft and sby, 
Aod vfitl Its hreathlnge I'll the ether twist, 
And blow hie pralBC afar — nor e'ot deslat, 
Until my frleoile, with love (anil ears) snggeei 
That eweeteBl of brass rhapsodies — a reat. 



ODE TO THE SUN, 



Caloric potentate I Thy rl«« Is 
A sentlmenlal mammal clans hie lyi 

Be will la haste flfe high his adolesce: 
Nor stop lor decency or hire. 
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Thou art 


not versatile 


;yet 


this machine hath 


Since gassy times tl 


at ni not try « 


spell. 


And thoi 


hast proved 


toal 


that then 


canst be 


By simply doing on 


thin 


gwell. 
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Thon Chaitman of CommttMe on Celestial Light r 
Compared wtth thee our brag lamps seem t, mess ; 

EVn with "Chicago brass "concoct we Danght so bright— 
We'»K not Iha recipe, I gneafl I 

We don't cnt npsucb stilnes with our poor cartbl; might, 

Or we a portion of thy disk monlrt fli 
HIiEh In the fasts of our moeqalta-breedlag Xlght 

To loach the moon and etsra some tricks. 

Alack I black clond-hulfcscoast the gallen west, and Morn 

An alUay. wetneea haichi'th ont, I ween, 
To dank this facile nlr, and epnr each drowa; com, 

And mnke my tmsty toga feni mean ; 

Tiierefore 1 will no longer thraab my howling mnae. 
Its aweeteat doggerela olntchlng ((reBdIly ; 

To limply linger here wonld my nice eenaGabnBe — 
lUl eteerme homeward apeodily ; 

For If a man don't quickly seek the Inaldc dry 

When ontalde dampness Is ». certaiutj, 
Then ehonld Impaaaloned Mck with hot repeat apply, 

And toleacopo hia Tertebrs. 
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ODE TO THE MOON. 



Pellncld bnnch of light I Tby Irancod mug 

veted mj thioat with mellon squawk ; 

red ; Incline a listening Ing, 

!r Common- Sense my yawp to balk. 



eed li 



i« hine 



I Bight ! 



ze DBd we have uoaght of woTtb ; 



e, and Joy, and tome of 



For e'en the m 
That hope, and li 

Are monnablne 
How woDderfdl, that one of gentle sex — 

Llght'a aoatln^ EmprcBs — should, nhlle ageego. 
And Solar wblme with changing phBBOs vei 

From are to dUc, have hot one face to show I 
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TOBl 

If thoa (Bofl snatiiB forbid T) sbouldst erer 
And tby process antique refnae to eblae, 

What oib conld moaot thins HbdlCHted joke 
What gag-contractor's grieving mlns t 

Hr Unse'e tail, alag ! bet^na to droop ; 

ConvnlalTelj ber rhftbmic pinloaa Bap ; 
Baslgnedl; I cbnck hei In her coop, 

Nor do^erel Antaslea hope yet to trap. 



A DIGEST, 



I coald have Bash — I meekly mewscd 

Amblgnons dish ! By thy warm st«am 
Give to a boarding waif some gleam 
or bepefnl light — some lohcn grant 
That tby mallgners Idly rant 



u.s.ioMt, Google 



When they aver that every 
Exhaled from theo beBpeal 
Of rodont cohorts fonlly " 



Grant that I may, wfth hlieafnl gnat, 

Partake of thee. Own ' t1 a not Just 

That I be JOBtled wttb the thonnht 

Of fit ml female— sVlrmlsh-ftaught 

With Aflir-bMaiith 'ecapea, where enth eacap 

Were ne'er for theo ; nor that the shapes 

Should view me oft, in hosts, askaucd 
Or startle ine with hollow wails, 
ADd apectral look. End ghastly tales 
Dilating on thetr gloomy fate. 
And pledging me a haunting hate. 

Give me thine "ear." Theyoft relate 
Tales of the place whence emanate 
Thyaelf or kindred— for thy look 
la very like— tales which have shook 

In gaian past yo kitchen- way, 
That dogs and sane ages do walk 
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l-remendoaB dlsUacc roand to btlk 
The yearnla)^ of tboee kItchen-Olk 
( By some most foul and back-door Btroke 
Of dead-hll etcaUgy ) to end 
Their frtek IngennooBness — to blend 
The two economies — ( tbe brute 
With the domeBtlc) — BBlt to Bnlt, 
And, when vrell-mlied, no chance e'er mlxv 
To conrt the world's HnsljsU. 

They do Impeioh 

Thy color obanges — I wse bold ; 

I Mbed too much — thou baat grown cold. 

Yet Bay they this ; If I abnse 

Their moaning, or anght else accnse — 

Then msy I na'er BtrLke hatsh-bard's lyre, 

'Sot doggerel eminence desire I 
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